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1 | HE author of the following poem 
Y had the greateſt part of his time 


4 taken up in buſineſs; but was accu- 
ſtomed at his leiſure hours to amuſe 


| himſelf with ſtriking out finall ſkerchity 


of wit or humour for the entertainment 


of his friends, ſometimes in verſe, at 
} other times in proſe. The greateſt part 
of theſe alluded to incidents known 
only within the circle of his acquain- 
tance, The ſubject of the following 
poem will be more generally under- 
ſtood. It was at firſt a very ſhort copy 
| of verſes; but at the defire of the per- 
* fon, to whom it is addreſſed, the author 
enlarged it to its preſent ſtate. As it 
was writ without any deſign of its paſ- 
A 2 {ing 


6750 
ſing beyond the hands of his acquain- 
tance, ſo the author's unexpected death 


ſoon after diſappointed many of his moſt 


intimate friends in their defign of pre- 


vailing on him to review and prepare it 


for the fight of the public. It there- 


fore now appears under all the difad- 


vantages, that can attend a poſthumous 
work. But it is preſumed, every im- 
perfection of this kind is abundantly 
overbalanced by the peculiar and un- 
borrowed caſt of thought and expreſſion, 
which manifeſts itſelf throughout, and 
ſecures to this performance the firſt and 

cipal character neceſſary to recom- 
mend a work of genius, that of being 


an original, 


THE 


4 


$ HIS motly piece to you I ſend, 
Who always were a faithful friend; 
Who, if diſputes ſhould happen hence, 

v Can beſt explain the author's ſenſe'y 

; I And, anxious for the publick weal, | 5 
a 5 Do, what I ſing, ſo often feel. 5 


. THe want of method pray excuſe, 
Allowing for a vapour'd Muſe; 
B Nor. 


22 | 2 


(2) 


Nor, to a narrow path confin'd, 


Hedge in by rules a roving mind. 10 


TRE child is genuine; you can trace 
Throughout, the ſire's tranſmitted face. | q 
Nothing is ſtol'n : my Muſe, tho' mean, | 
Draws from the ſpring, ſhe finds within ; f 
Nor vainly buys, what Gildon ſells, 15 
Poetic buckets for dry wells. 


SCHOOL-HELPS I want to climb on high, 


Where all the antient treaſures lie, 


And there unſeen commit a theft 
On wealth in Greek exchequers left. 20 | ' 
Then where? from whom? what can I ſteal ? 
Who only with the moderns deal ; 

This were attempting to put on 


| 


— —— — — 


Rayment from naked bodies won: 

They ſafely ſing before a thief, 25 
They cannot give, who want relief; 

or. > Some 
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(3) 


Some few excepted, names well known, 

And juſtly laurel'd with renown, 

Whoſe ſtamp of genius marks their ware, 

And theft detects: of theft beware; 39 
From Moore ſo laſht, example fit, 


Shun petty larceny in wit. 


FIRST know, my friend, I do not mean | 


To write a treatiſe on the ſpleen ; 


Nor to preſcribe, when nerves convulſe; 35 
Nor mend the alarum watch, your pulſe : 

If I am right, your queſtion lay, 

What courſe I take to drive away 

The day-mare ſpleen, by whoſe falſe pleas 

Men prove mere ſuicides in eaſe ; | 49 


And how I do myſelf demean 


In ſtormy world to live ſerene. 


£54 _ow 
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Wurn by it's magick lanthorn ſpleen 
With frightful figures ſpread life's ſcene, | 
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(4) 
And threatning proſpects urg'd my fears, 45 
A ſtranger to the luck of heirs; 
Reaſon, ſome quiet to reſtore, 
Shew'd part was ſubſtance, ſhadow more; 


With ſpleen's dead weight tho' heavy grown, 


In life's rough tide I ſunk not down, 50 


But ſwam, till fortune threw a rope, 
Buoyant on bladders fill'd with hope. 


- T ALwaArs chooſe the plaineſt food 

To mend viſcidity of blood. 

Hail ! water-gruel, healing power, 55 
Of eaſy acceſs to the poor ; 

Thy help love's confeſſors implore, 

And doctors ſecretly adore : 

To thee I fly, by thee dilute, 


Thro' veins my blood doth quicker ſhoot, 60 


And by ſwift current throws off clean 
Prolific particles of ſpleen. 
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(5) 


I NEVER ſick by drinking grow, 
Nor keep myſelf a cup too low ; 
And ſeldom Cloe's lodgings haunt, 65 
Thrifty of ſpirits, which I want. 


HuNnTixG I reckon very good 
To brace the nerves, and ſtir the blood, 
But after no field-honours itch 
Atchiev'd by leaping hedge and ditch. 70 
While ſpleen lies ſoft relax'd in bed, 


Or o'er coal-fires inclines the head, 


Hygea's ſons with hound and horn, 

And jovial cry awake the morn: 

Theſe ſee her from her duſky plight, 575 
Smear'd by th' embraces of the night, 

With roral waſh redeem her face, 

And prove herſelf of Titan's race, 

And, mounting in looſe robes the ſkies, 


Shed light and fragrance, as ſhe flies. 80 
B 3 Then 


(6) 


Then horſe and hound fierce joy diſplay, 


Exulting at the Hark-away, 

And in purſuit o'er tainted ground 

From lungs robuſt field-notes reſound. 

| Then, as St George the dragon flew, 85 
Spleen pierc'd, trod down, and dying view, 
While all the ſpirits are on wing, 

And woods, and hills, and valleys ring. 


To cure the mind's wrong biaſs, ſpleen, 
Some recommend the bowlin g- green; 99 
Some, hilly walks; all, exerciſe ; 

Fling but a ſtone, the giant dies; 
Laugh and be well; monkeys have been 


Extreme good doctors for the ſpleen; 
And kitten, if the humour hit, 95 
Has harlequin'd away the fit. 


SINCE mirth is good on this behalf, 


At ſome partic'lars let us laugh. 


Witlings, 


(7) 


| p Witlings, briſk fools curſt with half ſenſe, 


That ſtimulates their impotence, 100 
Who buzz in rhime, and, like blind flies, 

Err with their wings for want of eyes, 

Poor authors worſhipping a calf, 

Deep tragedies, that make us laugh, 

A ſtrict diſſenter ſaying grace, 105 
A lect'rer preaching for a place, 

Folks, things prophetic to diſpenſe, 

Making the paſt the future tenſe, 

The popiſh dubbing of a prieſt, 

Fine epitaphs on knaves deceas'd, 110 
Green-apron'd Pythoniſſa's rage, 

Great Æſculapius on his ſtage, 

A miſer ſtarving to be rich, 

The prior of Newgate's dying ſpeech, 

A jointur'd widow's ritual ſtate, 115 
Two Jews diſputing tete a téte, 

New almanacks compos'd by ſeers, 


Experiments on felons ears, | | 
B 4 Diſdainful 
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(8) 
Diſdainful prudes, who ceaſcleſs ply 
The ſuperb muſcle of the eye, 120 
A coquet's April-weather face, 
A Queenb'rough mayor behind his mace, 
And fops in military ſhew 


Are ſov'reign for the caſe in view. 


Ir ſpleen- fogs riſe at cloſe of day, 125 
I clear my ev'ning with a play, 
Or to ſome concert take my way. 
The company, the ſhine of lights, 


Fhe ſcenes of humour, muſick's flights 


Adjuſt and ſet the foul to rights. A 130 


Lirr's moving pictures, well-wrought plays 
To other's griefs attention raiſe : 
Here, while the tragic fictions glow, 
We borrow joy by pitying woe ; 
There, gaily comic ſcenes delight, 135 
And hold true mirrours to our fight, 

| Virtue 


— —¾ — - _—_> - 8 
I * „ — 


(9) 
Virtue, in charming dreſs array'd, 
Calling the paſſions to her aid, 
When maral ſcenes juſt action join, 
Takes ſhape, and ſhews her face divine, 140 


Mus1cx has charms, we all may find, 
Ingratiate deeply with the mind. 
When art does ſound's high power advance, 
To muſick's pipe the paſſions dance ; 
Motions unwill'd it's pow'r have ſhewn, 145 
Tarantulated by a tune. 
Many have held the ſoul to be 
Nearly allied to harmony. 
Her have I known indulging grief, 
And ſhunning company's relief, 150 


Unveil her face, and looking round, 
Own by neglecting ſorrow's wound 8 


The conſanguinity of ſound. 
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( 10) 


Ix rainy days keep double guard, 
Or ſpleen will ſurely be too hard, 155 


Which, like thoſe fiſh by ſailors met, 


Flies higheſt, while its wings are wet. 
In ſuch dull weather, fo unfit 


To enterprize a work of wit, 


When clouds one yard of azure ſky, 160 

That's fit for ſimile, deny, 

J dreſs my face with ſtudious looks, 

And ſhorten tedious hours with books, 

But if dull fogs invade the head, 

That mem'ry minds not what is read, 165 

I fit in window dry as ark, 

And on the drowning world remark : g 1 

Or to ſome coffee-houſe I ſtray 1 

For news, the manna of a day, 

And from the hipp'd diſcourſes gather, 170 

That politicks go by the weather: 4 

Then ſeek good-humour'd tavern chums, ] 

And play at cards, but for ſmall ſums; 4 
Or 


( xx ) 
Or with the merry fellows quaff, 
And laugh aloud with them that laugh; 195 
Or drink a joco- ſerious cup 
With ſouls, who've took their freedom up, 
And let my mind, beguil'd by talk, 
In Epicurus' garden walk, 
Who thought it heav n to be ſerene, 180 
Pain, hell, and purgatory, ſpleen. 


SoMETIMES I dreſs, with women fit, 
And chat away the gloomy fit, 
Quit the Riff garb of ſerious ſenſe, 
And wear a gay impertinence, 185 
Nor think, nor ſpeak with any pains, 
But lay on fancy's neck the reins ; 
Talk of unuſual ſwell of waiſt 
In maid of honour looſely lac'd, 
And beauty borr wing Spaniſh red, 190 
And loving pair with ſep' rate bed, 


(12) 


And jewels pawn'd for loſs of game, 1 
And then redeem'd by loſs of fame, | 
Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch 
By grave pretence to go to church) 195 
Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine, 


Like Will and Mary on the coin: 
And thus in modiſh manner we 


In aid of ſugar ſweeten tea. 


PERMIT, ye fair, your idol form, 290 


Which een the coldeſt heart can warm, 


May with its beauties grace my line, 
While I bow down before it's ſhrine, 
And your throng'd altars with my lays 


Perfume, and get by giving praiſe. 205 


With ſpeech ſo ſweet, ſo ſweet a mien 4 


You excommunicate the ſpleen, 

Which fiend-like flies the magick ring, 

You form with found, when pleas'd to ſing. ö 
65 Whate'er | 
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( 13) 


Whate' er you ſay, howe'er you move, 210 


We look, we liſten, and approve. 


Your touch, which gives to feeling bliſs, 
Our nerves officious throng to kiſs; 
By Celia's pat on their report 
The grave-air'd ſoul, inclin'd to ſport, 215 
Renounces wiſdom's ſullen pomp, 
And loves the floral game to romp. 
But who can view the pointed rays, 
That from black eyes ſcintillant blaze? 
Love on his throne of glory ſeems 220 
Encompaſt with Satellite beams. 
But when blue eyes more ſoftly bright 
Diffuſe benignly humid light, 
We gaze, and ſee the ſmiling loves, 
And Cytherea's gentle doves, 22 5 | 
And raptur'd fix in ſuch a face, | 
Love's mercy- ſeat, and throne of grace. 
Shine but on age, you melt its ſnow, 
Again fires long-extinguiſh'd glow, 
And 


(14) 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 
Blood long congealed liquifies, 
True miracle, and fairly done 
By heads, which are ador'd, while on. 
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Bur O, what pity tis to find 
Such beauties both of form and mind, 238 | 
By modern breeding much debas'd 
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In half the female world at leaſt. 
Hence I with care ſuch lott'ries ſhun, 


Where, a prize miſt, I'm quite undone, 
And han't by vent'ring on a wife 240 
Yet run the greateſt riſk in life. 


MorkERS, and guardian aunts, forbear 


Your impious pains to form the fair, 

Nor lay out ſo much coſt and art, 3 
But to deflow'r the virgin heart, 245 4 
Of evry folly foſrring bed is Bl 
By quick'ning heat of cuſtom bred. 3 


Rather 


(15) 
Rather, than by your culture ſpoil d, 
Deſiſt, and give us nature wild, 
Delighted with a hoyden ſoul, 250 
Which truth and innocence controul. 
Coquets, leave off affected arts, 
Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; 
Woodcocks to {hun your ſnares have ſkill, 
You ſhe w fo plain, you ſtrive to kill. 255 
In love the artleſs catch the game, 


And they ſcarce miſs, who never aim. 


Tux world's great author did create 
I) be ſex to fit the nuptial ſtate, 
| And meant a bleſſing in a wife 260 
I 0o folace the fatigues of life; 
And old inſpired times diſplay, 
How wives could love, and yet obey. 
Then truth, and patience of controul, 
And houſwife arts adorn'd the ſoul; 265 
I And 


(16) 


And charms, the gift of nature, ſhone ; 


And jealouſy, a thing unknown: 


Novels (receipts to make a whore) 


Veils were the only maſks, they wore, 


Nor ombre, nor quadrille they knew, 


Nor Pam's puiſſance felt at Loo. 


Wiſe men did not, to be thought gay, 


Then compliment their pow'r away; 


Butfeſt, by frail defires miſled, 


The girls forbidden paths ſhould tread, 


Of ign'rance rais'd the ſafe high wall, 


But we haw-haws, that ſhew them all : 


Thus we at once ſolicit ſen ſe, 


And charge them not to break the fence. 


Now, if untir'd, conſider friend, 
What I avoid to gain my end. 


I NEVER am at Meeting ſeen, 
Meeting, that region of the ſpleen ; 


* 


(17) 


The broken heart, the buſy fiend, 
The inward call on ſpleen depend. 28g 


Law, licens'd breaking of the peace, 
To which vacation is diſeaſe, 
A gipſey diction ſcarce known well 
By th' Magi, who law-fortunes tell, 
I ſhun, nor let it breed within 299 
Anxiety, and that the ſpleen ; 
Law grown a foreſt, where perplex 
The mazes, and the brambles vex, 
Where its twelve verd'rers every day 
Are changing ſtill the public way, 298 
Yet if we miſs our path and err, | 


We grievous penalties incur, 


And wand'rers tire, and tear their ſkin, 


And then get out, where they went in. 


I NEVER game, and rarely bet, 300 
Am loth to lend, or run in debt. 
.C 
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(18) 

No compter-writs me agitate, 

Who moralizing paſs the gate, 

And there mine eyes on ſpendthrifts turn, 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wiſdom, before beneath their care, 
Pays her upbraiding viſits there, 

And forces folly thro' the grate 

Her panegyric to repeat. 

This view, profuſely when d 
Enters a caveat in the mind: 
Experience join'd with common ſenſe 


To mortals is a providence. 


ot 


Pass10N, as frequently is ſeen, 
Subfiding ſettles into ſpleen. 
Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
I run away from party-ſtrife. 

A prince's cauſe, a church's claim, 


I've known to raiſe a mighty flame, 


305 


310 


315 


And 
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( 19 ) 


And prieſt, as ſtoker, very free 320 
To throw in peace and charity. 


Tur tribe, whoſe practicals decree 
Small-beer the deadlieſt hereſy, 

Who, fond of pedigree, derive 

From the moſt noted whore alive, 325 
Who own wine's old prophetick aid, 

And love the mitre, Bacchus made, 

Forbid the faithful to depend 

On half-pint drinkers for a friend, 

And in whoſe gay red-letter'd face 339 
We read good-living more than grace ; 

Nor they ſo pure, and ſo preciſe, 

Immac'late as their white of eyes, 

Who for the ſpirit hugg the ſpleen 

Phylacter'd throughout all their mien, 335 
Who their ill-taſted home-brew'd pray'r 


To the ſtate's mellow forms prefer, 
C 2 Wha 


(20 
Who doctrines, as infectious, fear, 


Which are not ſteep'd in vinegar, 
And ſamples of heart-cheſted grace 


Expoſe in ſhew-glaſs of the face, 
Did never me as yet provoke, 
Either to honour band and cloak, 
Or deck my hat with leaves of oak. 


I RAIL not with mock-patriot grace 345 
At folks, becauſe they are in place, 
Nor, hir'd to praiſe with ſtallion pen, 
Serve the ear-lechery of men; 
And to avoid religious jarrs 
The laws are my expoſitors, 350 
Which in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and ſtate, 
I go, purſuant to my plan, 
To Mecca with the caravan, 
And think it right in common ſenſe 355 
Both for diverſion and defence. 


REFORMING 


e E 1 


( 233 } 


RETORMING ſchemes are none of mine, 


To mend the world's a vaſt deſign, 
Like theirs, who tug in little boat 

To pull to them the ſhip afloat, 

While, to defeat their labour'd end, 

At once both wind and ſtream contend ; 


Succeſs herein 1s ſeldom ſeen, 


And zeal, when bafff'd, turns to ſpleen, 


Happy the man, who innocent 
Grieves not at ills, he can't prevent ; 
His {kiff does with the current glide, 
Not puffing pull'd againſt the tide ; 
He, paddling by the ſcuffling crowd, 
Sees unconcern'd life's wager row'd, 
And when he can't prevent foul-play, 
Enjoys the folly of the fray, 


By theſe reflections I repeal 
Each haſty promiſe made in zeal, 
= 


360 


355 


379 


Mis f 
When 


( 22 ) 
When g — 1p s ſay, 375 


We're bound our great light to diſplay, 
And Indian darkneſs drive away, 

Yet none but drunken watchmen ſend, 
And ſcoundrel link-boys for that end; 
When they cry up this holy war, 
Which ev'ry chriſtian ſhould be for, 


Yet ſuch as owe the law their ears 


We find employ'd as engineers : 

This view my forward zeal fo ſhocks, 
In vain they hold the money-box ; 

At ſuch a conduct, which intends 

By vitious means ſuch virtuous ends, 

I laugh off ſpleen, and keep my pence 
From ſpoiling Indian innocence. | 


YET philoſophic love of caſe 
I ſuffer not to prove diſeaſe, 
But riſe up in the virtuous cauſe 
Of a free preſs, and equal laws. 


( 23 ) 
The preſs reſtrain'd! nefandous thought 
In vain qur fires have nobly fought. 395 


While free from force the preſs remains, 

Virtue and freedom chear our plains, 

And learning largeſſes beſtows, 

And keeps uncenſur'd open houſe. 

We to the nation's public mart 400 
Our works of wit, and ſchemes of art, 

And philoſophic goods this way, 

Like water- carriage cheap convey. 

This tree, which knowledge ſo affords, 
Inquiſitors with flaming ſwords 405 
From lay- approach with zeal defend, 

Leſt their own paradiſe ſhould end. 

The preſs from her fecundous womb 

Brought forth the arts of Greece and Rome; 
Her offspring, {kill'd in logick war, 410 
Truth's banner wav'd in open air ; 

The monſter Superſtition fled, 

And hid in ſhades its Gorgon head ; 


( 24) 
And lawleſs pow'r the long-kept field, 
By reaſon quell'd, was forc'd to yield. 415 
This nurſe of arts, and freedom's fence 
To chain, is treaſon againſt ſenſe: 
And, Liberty, thy thouſand tongues 
None filence, who deſign no wrongs ; 
For thoſe, that uſe the gag's reſtraint, 420 
Firſt rob, before they ſtop complaint. 


SINCE diſappointment galls within, 

And ſubjugates the ſoul to ſpleen ; 
Moſt ſchemes, as money-ſnares, I hate, 
And bite not at projectors bait. 425 
Sufficient wrecks appear each day, 
And yet freſh fools are caſt away. 
E'er well the bubbled can turn round, 
Their painted veſſel runs a-ground ; 
Or in deep ſeas it overſets _ 430 
By a fierce hurricane of debts; 
Or helm- directors in one trip, 
Freight firſt embezzled, ſink the ſhip. 

| Such 


(25) 
Such was of late a corporation, 

The brazen ſerpent of the nation, 433 
Which, when hard accidents diſtreſs d, 

The poor muſt look at to be bleſt, 

And thence expect with paper ſeal'd 

By fraud and uſ'ry to be heal'd, 


I 1N no ſoul-conſumption wait 


Whole years at levees of the great, 


And hungry hopes regale the while 

On the ſpare diet of a ſmile, 

There you may ſee the idol ſtand 

With mirrour in his wanton hand; 445 


Above, below, now here, now there 
He throws about the ſunny glare : 
Crowds pant, and preſs to ſeize the prize, 


The gay deluſion of their eyes. 


! When fancy tries her limning {kill 450 
To draw and colour at her will, 


And 


— 


(26) 
And raiſe and round the figures well, 
And ſhew her talent to excel, 
I guard my hearts leſt it ſhould woo 
Unreal beauties, fancy drew, 455 
And diſappointed feel deſpair 
At loſs of things, that never were, 


Wren I lean politicians mark 
Grazing on æther in the park, 
Who cer on wing with open throats 460 
Fly at debates, expreſſes, votes, 
Juſt in the manner ſwallows uſe, 
Catching their airy food of news, 
Whoſe latrant ſtomachs oft moleſt 
The deep-laid plans, their dreams ſuggeſt; 465 
Or ſee ſome poet penſive fit, 
Fondly miſtaking ſpleen for wit, 
Who, tho' ſhort-winded, fill will aim 
To ſound the epic trump of fame, 


Who 


0 


( 27 ) 


Who ſtill on Phœbus ſmiles will doat, 470 


Nor learn conviction from his coat; 
I bleſs my ſtars, I never knew 
Whimſeys, which cloſe purſu'd,” undo, 


And have from old experience been 


Both parent, and the child of ſpleen. 475 
Theſe ſubjects of Apollo's ſtate, 

Who from falſe fire derive their fate, 
With airy purchaſes undone 

Of lands, which none lend money on, 
Born dull, had follow'd thriving ways, 
Nor loſt one hour to gather bays. 


Their fancys firſt delirious grew, 
And ſcenes ideal took for true. 
Fine to the fight Parnaſſus lies, 
And with falſe proſpects cheats their eyes; 485 
The fabled goods, the poets ſing, 
A ſeaſon of perpetual ſpring, 
Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees 
Affording ſweets, and ſimiles, 
Gay 


(28) 
Gay dreams inſpir d in myrtle bow'rs, 490 
And wreaths of undecaying flow'rs, 
Apollo's harp with airs divine, 

The facred muſick of the Nine, 

Views of the temple rais'd to fame, 
And for a vacant nitch proud aim 
Raviſh their ſouls, and plainly ſhew, 
What fancy's ſketching pow'r can do: 
They will attempt the mountain ſteep, 
Where on the top, like dreams in ſleep, 
The muſes revelations ſhew, 300 
That find men crackt, or make them ſo. 


You friend, like me, the trade of rhime 
Avoid, elab' rate waſte of time, 
Nor are content to be undone, 
And paſs for Phœbus crazy ſon. 50 5 
Poems, the hop- grounds of the brain, | 
Afford the moſt uncertain gain; 


) 


(29) 
And lott'ries never tempt the wiſe 
With blanks ſo many to a prize, 
I anly tranſient viſits pay, 519 
Meeting the Muſes in my way, 
Scarce known to the faſtidious dames, 
Nor {kill'd to call them by their names, 
Nor can their paſſports in theſe days 
Your profit warrant, or your praiſe, 515 
On poems by their dictates writ 
Criticks, as ſworn appraiſers, ſit, 
And, mere upholſt'rers, in a trice 
On gems and paintings ſet a price. 
Theſe tayl'ring artiſts for our lays 520 
Invent cramp'd rules, and with ſtrait ſtays 
Striving free nature's ſhape to hit, 
Emaciate ſenſe, before they fit. 


A common place, and many friends 
Can ſerve the plagiary's ends, 525 
9 Whoſe 
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(30 
Whoſe eaſy vamping talent lies, 
Firſt wit to pilfer, then diſguiſe. 
Thus ſome devoid of art and {kill 
To ſearch the mine on Pindus' hill, 
Proud to aſpire and workmen grow, 530 
By genius doom'd to ſtay below, 
For their own digging ſhew the town 
Wit's treaſure brought by others down. 
Some wanting, if they find a mine, 
An artiſt's judgment to refine, 535 
On fame precipitately fixt, 
The ore with baſer metals mixt 
Melt down, impatient of delay, 
And call the vicious mals a play. 
All theſe engage to ſerve their ends 549 
A band ſelect of truſty friends, 
Who, leſſon' d right, extol the thing, 
As Pſapho taught his birds to ſing. 
Then to the ladies they ſubmit, 
Returning officers on wit; 


bh. 


( 3r ) 
A crouded houſe their preſence draws, 
And on the beaus impoſes laws, 


And judgment in its favour ends, 

When all the pannel are its friends : 

Their natures merciful and mild 550 
Have from mere pity fav'd the child; 

In bulruſh ark the bantling found 

Helpleſs, and ready to be drown'd 

They have preſerv'd by kind ſupport, 

And brought the baby-muſe to court. 555 


Bur there's a youth, that you can name, 


| Who needs no leading-ſtrings to fame, 


Whoſe quick maturity of brain 


The birth of Pallas may explain: 
Dreaming of whoſe depending fate, 569 


I heard Melpomene debate, 
This, this is he, that was foretold, 
Should emulate our Greeks of old, 
Inſpir'd 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 


(32) 


N Inſpir d by me with ſacred art, 

| | He ſings, and rules the varied heart ; 565 
i | If Jove's dread anger he rehearſe, 

| | We hear the thunder in his verſe, 


lj If he deſcribe love turn'd to rage, 
k N The furies riot on his page, 
Wl!) | 2 
| | If he fair liberty and law 570 
[| | By ruffian power expiring draw, 
| | The keener paſſions then engage 
i 1 il 5 Aright, and ſanctify their rage, 
| i | If he attempt diſaſtrous love, 
| | | | We hear thoſe plaints, that wound the grove, 
„ Within, the kinder paſſions glow, 576 


And tears diſtill'd from pity flow. 


—— — 


From the bright viſion I deſcend, 
And my deſerted theme attend. 
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Mx never did ambition ſeize, 589 
Strange fever moſt inflam'd by eaſe, 
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The active lunacy of pride, 

That courts jilt fortune for a bride. 
This par'diſe- tree, ſo fair and high, 

I view with no aſpiring eye: 

Like aſpine ſhake the reſtleſs leaves, 
And Sodom: fruit our pains deceives; 
Whence frequent falls give no ſurprize, 
But fits of ſpleen call'd growing wiſe. 
Greatneſs in glitt'ring forms diſplay'd 
Affects weak eyes much us'd to ſhade, 
And by its falſly efvy'd ſcene 

Gives ſelf-debaſing fits of ſpleen, 

We ſhould be pleas'd, that things are ſo, 
Who do for nothing ſee the ſhow, 
And, middle-ſiz d, can paſs between 
Life's hubbub ſafe, becauſe unſeen, 
And 'midſt the glare of greatneſs trace 


A watry ſun-ſhine in the face, 


And pleaſures fled to, to redreſs 
The ſad fatigue of idleneſs. 


585 


$90 


595 


600 


D CONTENTMENT, 


( 34 ) 


ConTENTMENT, parent of delight, 
So much a ſtranger to our ſight, 
Say, goddeſs, in what happy place 
Mortals behold thy blooming face; 605 
Thy gracious auſpices impart, 
And for thy temple chuſe my heart. 
They, whom thou deigneſt to inſpire, 
Thy ſcience learn, to bound defire; 
By happy alchymy of mind 610 
They turn to pleaſure all they find; 
They both diſdain in outward mien 
The grave and ſolemn garb of ſpleen, 
And meretricious arts of dreſs 
To feign a joy, and hide diſtreſs ; 615 
Unmov'd when the rude tempeſt blows, 
Without an opiate they repoſe; 
And cover'd by your ſhield defy 
The whizzing ſhafts, that round them fly; 
Nor, meddling with the Gods' affairs, 620 
Concern themſelves with diſtant cares; 
2 But 


(635) 


But place their bliſs in mental reſt, 
And feaſt upon the good poſſeſt. 


Forc'p by ſoft violence of pray'r 
The blythfome goddeſs ſooths my care, 
I feel the deity inſpire, 

And thus ſhe models my defire. 

Two hundred pounds halt-yearly paid, 
Annuity ſecurely made, 

A farm ſome twenty miles from town, 
Small, tight, falubrious, and my own, 
Two maids, that never ſaw the town, 
A ſerving-man not quite a clown, 

A boy to help to tread the mow, 


And drive, while t'other holds the plough, 


A chief of temper form'd to pleaſe, 
Fit to converſe, and keep the keys, 


And better to preſerve the peace, 
Commiſſion'd by the name of niece, 
D 2 


625 


630 


636 


With 


( 36 ) 
With underſtandings of a ſize 640 


To think their maſter very wiſe. 

May heav'n (it's all I wiſh for) ſend 

One genial room to treat a friend, 

Where decent cup-board, little plate | 
Diſplay benevolence, not ſtate. 645 
And may my humble dwelling ſtand | 
Upon ſome choſen ſpot of land; 

A pond before full to the brim, 


Where cows may cool, and geeſe may ſwim, 


Behind, a green like velvet neat, 650 


Soft to the eye, and to the feet, 
Where od'rous plants in evening fair 
Breathe all around ambroſial air, 
From Eurus, foe to kitchen-ground, 
Fenc'd by a ſlope with buſhes crown'd, 655 
Fit dwelling for the feather'd throng, 
Who pay their quit-rents with a ſong, 
With op'ning views of hill and dale, 
Which ſenſe and fancy too regale, 
2 Where 


(37 ) 


Where the half-cirque, which viſion bounds, 
Like amphitheatre ſurrounds, 661 


And woods impervious to the breeze, 

Thick phalanx of embodied trees, 

From hills thro' plains in duſk array 

Extended far repel the day. 665 
Here ſtillneſs, height, and folemn ſhade 
Invite, and contemplation aid : 

Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 

The dark decrees and will of fate, 

And dreams beneath the ſpreading beach 670 
Inſpire, and docile fancy teach, 

While ſoft as breezy breath of wind, 

Impulſes ruſtle thro the mind: 

Here Dryads, ſcorning Phœbus ray, 

While Pan melodious pipes away, 67 5 
In meaſur'd motions friſk about, 
Till old Silenus puts them out: 

There ſee the clover, pea, and bean, 


Vie in variety of green, 


D 3 Freſh 


(39) 
Freſh paſtures ſpeckl'd o er with ſheep, 680 
Brown fields their fallow ſabbaths keep, 
Plump Ceres golden treſſes wear, 
And poppy-topknots deck her hair, 
And filver ſtreams thro' meadows ſtray, 
And Naiads on the margin play, 68g 
And leſſer nymphs on fide of hills | 
From play-thing urns pour down the rills. 


, 30 


THrvs ſhelter'd, free from care and ſtrife, 
May I enjoy a calm thro life, 
See faction, ſafe in low degree, 690 
As men at land ſee ſtorms at ſea, 
And laugh at miſerable elves 
Not kind, ſo much as to themſelves, 
Curſt with ſuch ſouls of baſe alloy, 
As can poſſeſs, but not enjoy, 695 
Debarr'd the pleaſure to impart 
By av'rice, ſphincter of the heart, 
Who 


( 39 ) 


Who wealth hard carn'd by guilty cares 
Bequeath untouch'd to thankleſs heirs. 
May I, with look ungloom'd by guile, #700 
And wearing virtue's liv'ry-ſmile, 

Prone the diſtreſſed to relieve, 

And little treſpaſſes forgive, 

With income not in fortune's pow'r, 

And ſkill to make a buſy hour, .:. 3208 
With trips to town life to amuſe, 
To purchaſe books, and hear the news, 

To ſee old friends, bruſh off the clown, 

And quicken taſte at coming down, 

Unhurt by ſickneſs' blaſting rage, 7 10 
And ſlowly mellowing in age, 

When fate extends its gath'ring gripe, 

Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe, 

Quit a worn being without pain, 

Perhaps to bloflom ſoon again. 715 
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( 40) 
BuT now more ſerious ſee me grow, 
And what I think, my Memmius, know. 


-- 


T x' enthuſiaſt's hopes, and raptures wild 
Have never yet my reaſon foil'd. 
His ſpringy ſoul dilates like air, 720 
When free from weight of ambient care, 
And, huſh'd in meditations deep, 
Slides into dreams, as when aſleep, 
Then, fond of new diſcov'ries grown, 
Proves a Columbus of her own, 725 
Diſdains the narrow bounds of place, 
And thro' the wilds of endleſs ſpace, 
Born up on metaphyſic wings, 
Chaſes light forms, and ſhadowy things, 
And in the vague excurſion caught, 730 
Brings home ſome rare exotic thought: 


The melancholy man ſuch dreams, 


As brighteſt evidence, eſteems; 
Fain 


( 41 ) 


Fain would he ſee ſome diſtant ſcene 
Suggeſted by his reſtleſs ſpleen, 735 
And fancy's teleſcope applies 

With tinctur'd glaſs to cheat his eyes. 

Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night, 

I cloſe examine by the light. 

For who, tho? brib'd by gain to lye, 740 
Dare ſun- beam written truths deny, 

And execute plain common ſenſe 


On faith's mere hearſay evidence? 


Tur ſuperſtition mayn't create, 
And club its ills with thoſe of fate, 745 
I many a notion take to taſk, 
Made dreadful by its viſor-maſk : 
Thus ſcruple, ſpaſm of the mind, 
Is cur'd, and certainty I find, 
Since optic reaſon ſhews me plain, 750 
I dreaded ſpectres of the brain, 
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And legendary fears are gone, 

Tho in tenacious childhood ſawn. 

Thus in opinions I commence 

Freeholder in the proper ſenſe, 755 
And neither ſuit nor ſervice do, 

Nor homage to pretenders ſhew, 

Who boaſt themſelves by fpurious roll 

Lords of the mannor of the ſoul, 

Preferring ſenſe, from chin that's bare, 5700 
To nonſenſe thron d in whiſker d hair. 


To thee, creator uncreate, 


O Entium Ens divinely great 


Hold, Muſe, nor melting pinions try, 

Nor near the blazing glory fly, 765 
Nor ſtraining break thy feeble bow 
Unfeather'd arrows far to throw, 

Thro fields unknown nor madly ſtray, 
Where no ideas mark the way, 

With 


( 43 ) 


With tender eyes, and colours faint, 770 


And trembling hands forbear to paint. 

Who features veil'd by light can hit? 

Where can, what has no outline, ſit? 

My ſoul, the vain attempt forego, 

Thyſelf, the fitter ſubject, know. 775 
He wiſely ſhuns the bold extreme, 

Who ſoon lays by th' unequal theme, 

Nor runs, with wiſdom's Sirens caught, 

On quick-ſands ſwall' wing ſhipwreckt thought, 
But, conſcious of his diſtance, gives 780 
Mute praiſe, and humble negatives. 

In one, no object of our ſight, 

Immutable and infinite, 


Who can't be cruel, or unjuſt, 


Calm and reſign'd, I fix my truſt ; 785 


To him my paſt and preſent ſtate 
I owe, and muſt my future fate. 
A ſtranger into life I'm come, 
Dying may be our going home, 


Tranſported 
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Tranſported here by angry fate, 790 


The convidts of a prior ſtate: 

Hence I no anxious thoughts beſtow 

On matters, I can never know. 

Thro life's foul ways, like vagrant, paſs' d, 
He'll grant a ſettlement at laſt, | 795 
And with ſweet caſe the wearied crown 

By leave to lay his being down. 

If doom'd to dance th' eternal round 

Of life, no ſooner loſt than found 

And diſſolution ſoon to come, 800 
Like ſpunge, wipes out life's preſent ſum, 

But can't our ſtate of pow'r bereave 

An endleſs feries to receive; 

Then, if hard dealt with here by fate 

We ballance in another ſtate, 80 5 
And conſciouſneſs muſt go along, 

And ſign th' acquittance for the wrong; 

He for his creatures muſt decree 


More happineſs than miſery, 


90 


( 45) 
Or be ſuppoſed to create, 
Curious to try, what 'tis to hate, 


And do an act, which rage infers, 
'Cauſe lameneſs halts, or blindneſs errs. 


Tuus, thus I ſteer my bark, and fail 
On even keel with gentle gale, 
At helm I make my reaſon fit, 
My crew of paſſions all ſubmit, 
If dark and bluſtring prove ſome nights 
Philoſophy puts forth her lights, 
Experience holds the cautious glaſs, 
To ſhun the breakers, as I paſs, 
And frequent throws the wary lead, 
To ſee what dangers may be hid, 
And once in ſeven years I'm ſeen 
At Bath, or Tunbridge to careen ; 
Tho' pleas'd to ſee the dolphins play, 


mind my compaſs and my way, 


810 


815 


820 


825 


With 
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With ſtore ſufficient for relief, 
And wiſely ſtill prepar'd to reef, * 
Nor wanting the diſperſive bowl 3830 
Of cloudy weather in the ſoul, 
I make (may heaven propitious ſend 
Such wind and weather to the end) 
Neither becalm'd, nor over-blown, 
Life's voyage to the world unknown. 83 5 
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